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The Life and Death 

Qttt* Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Beets. 

' Ter. Bring my Boots, F will unto the King. 

‘ *Dut. Strike him Aumerlc. Poore boy, thou art amaz'd, 
Hence Villaine,nevcr more come in my fight. 

Tor. Give, me my Boots I fay. 

But. Why Terke , what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpaffe of thine owne? 

Have we mote fonnes ? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou pluckc my faire fonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor • Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enterchangeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the Kmgat Oxford. 

But. He (hall be none : 

Wee’l keepe him here : then what is that to him : 

Tor. Away fond woman ; were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

But- Had ft thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 
Thou wonldcft be more pittifnll : 

But now I know tbyminde ; thou do’ft fufpe& 

That I have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a battard , not thy fonne: 

Sweet Terks» fweet husband, be not of that mind: 

He is as like thee, asamanmaybe. 

Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet Ilove him* 

Ter. Make way,unruly woman* Exit. 

But. After %/iunterle. Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
Spurre poft,and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon, ere he doe accufe thee. 

He not be long behrnde: though I be old, 

I doubt notbut to ride as faft as Yorke ; 

And never will I rife up from the ground. 



I 


*/ Richard the feemd. 

Till BnU^rooke have pardon’d thee: A way, be gone, Sx, 

Scxna Tertia. 



Enter BullingbrookeJ? erey jtnd other Lards* 

Bui. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fonne ? 

'Tis full three monthes (ince I dtd fee him laft. 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)hc might be found. 
Enquire at London, ’mongft theTavcrnes there ; 
Forthere (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loole Companions, 

Even fuch (they lay J as ftand in narrow Lanes, 

And rob our watch, and beate our paffengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effemina te Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour, toiupport 
Sodiffoluteacrew. 

Per. My Lord ,fome two dayes fince 1 faw the Prince, 
And told him of tbete Humphes held at Oxford* 

Bui. And what fa yd the Gallant? 

Per. His anfwer was, he would unto the ftewea , 

And from the common’ ft creature pluckc a glove 
And Wi arc it as a • avotir, and with that 
He would unhorie the uftieft challenger. 

Bui. As diifolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 
Ifeefome fparks of better hope: which elder day es 
May happily bring forth • B ut w ho eomes here ? 

Enter Aumerle » 

-dum . W here is the King ? 

P»l. What meanes my Cofin, that he flares 
And lookes fo wildely ? (iefty 

~ God fave your Grace, I doe bcfeech yoUr Map 
i° have fome conference with your Grace alone. 

.Withdraw yourfelves,and leave as hecealone. 
What is the the matter with our Cofin now ? 

Asm* 



